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Two dollar Whore. 


(This is my first ever Motley Crue fic. Sorry if | didn't really get the characters personality right, | just sorta 
read other fanfics of them and worked out for myself what they are like. Anyway, I'll still like this fic anyway 


cause it's my first, so think what you will my friends.) 


It's a one-night stand. 


As soon as Nikki walked in with her, | knew she was a fucking one-night whore. It's always obvious, because 
Nikki always goes for the same people; Brainless, airheads that can't string two words together, let alone ask 
for a fuck; Blondes, so blonde it makes peroxide look natural and of course, to top it all off. Big, bulging boobs. 


Yeah, that's Nikki's place to be, brainless, blondes, boobs. And he'd probably meet them, in a bar. 
Brainless, blondes, boobs and bar, that's how to spell perfect for Nikki fucking Sixx. 


Well that's not for me, I'm more of a brunette guy. ! go for brunettes, with fluffy hair and brown eyes and 


stuff. Yeah, that's a cruise in heaven for me. 


And a girl that could play bass. 
Okay fuck, | want Nikki, is everyone fucking satisfied now!? 


| sat back in my chair, watching the blonde flick her hair out of her eyes and throw her arms around her 


‘boyfriend: 

| looked at Nikki, he seemed happy. Too bad | _hate — it when people are happy and I'm fucking miserable! Why 
does she need to flaunt her big boobs and blonde hair in his face, | mean Jesus he knows they're there woman, 
let us KEEP our lunch in our stomach where it fucking BELONGS! 

| flipped out a cigarette and leaned back in the big leather chair, taking big lungful of the nicotine. 

"Ah, it's good to be alive and well," | muttered, smiling to myself as | exhaled the smoke. 

"Hey Vince!" 

| looked up at my name being called Who the hell wanted to talk to me? 

It was Nikki, waving frantically and telling me to come over. 

"No, you come here," | said, too damn lazy to get off my ass and walk to him. 


Nikki snarled and walked over to me, 


"The fuck man, why are you so fucking lazy?" Nikki scoffed, taking my cigarette from my hand and putting it in 


his own mouth. 
"That was -mine —," | glared at him, grabbing Nikki's wrist before he could take another puff. 
He yanked his arm away from me, and threw the cigarette on to my lap. 


| yelped, reaching for the burning hot cigarette that was enflaming my clothes and threw it across the room, 
right into the blonde's cleavage. 


"Oh fuck," | whispered as she screamed around the room, eventually running in the direction of the nearest 


bathroom. 
"Nikki, shouldn't you go with her man?" Tommy asked. 
Nikki shrugged, his hair flopping into his face slightly, 


"Nah, she can handle it. Besides, she doesn't really mean that much to me," Nikki waved his hand in a gesture 


for Tommy to relax. Though there was really no need cause he had already continued his game of solitaire. 
Yes, we all know that Tommy must be very bored. We all are. 

"Nikki?" 

The bassist looked down at me, his eyes were extremely dark what with the eyeliner under them. 

"Yup?" 

"She's a one night, ain't she?" | said, sighing at the familiarity. 


He smiled and patted my head with his hand. The bastard, who the fuck does he think he is touching my head? 


| may want him, but there are some places you just draw the line, 


"Nikki, don't fuckin mess with the ‘do, dude," | warned him, patting my hair down into it's original style before 
Nikki messed it up. 


"Vince, you're not fucking Barbie dude, you can't think about what you're fucking hair — looks like!" Nikki 
laughed slightly, looking at the blonde. 


"This coming from the guy that goes threw one can of hair spray per show," | laughed, slapping Nikki's 


shoulder. 

His face turned sour, "Do not!" He retorted, pushing me back harder. 

"Whoa dude, keep cool," | said, putting my hands up in surrender. 

Nikki calmed down and leaned in closer to me, 

"Hey Vinny," he whispered into my ear. 

| took a cigar out of my pocket and lit it, 

"Yog?" 

"Get rid of Blondie in there for me would you, you're so much better at doing that than | am," The brunette 
purred softly, smiling at me. 

don't know! I'm too drunk to think of witty things to say. 


| rolled my eyes. He always got me doing things like this for him. He depended on me too much | think. Always 


getting himself arrested, and who the fuck does he call? Me, that's who. When he tells a girl he loves her 
when he's fucking pissed, who has to tell her that he can't have a girlfriend on tour, fucking me! And now it's 
the same old situation all over again. Same old ball and chain, same old Nikki! 


Well fuck him, not anymore! 


"No Nikki, you do it!" | shouted, my over boiling rage with him emerging, getting up and lifting the ashtray, 
throwing it at the wall in fury. Well.maybe half for show. 


Nikki's eyes lit up with pure vehemence. He stood up, no doubt about to hit me. God knew he could kill me if he 


wanted to 
And as | clenched my eyes, bracing myself for a blow in the side of the head..nothing. 

No smack, no slap, no nothing 

As | opened my eyes, the door was getting slammed shut and | was left alone in the room, Tommy long gone. 
| exhaled, lifting the cigar from the table I'd left it on and taking a great big puff 

| suddenly felt something running down my check 

| touched it. 

"Oh Christ no!" 

lt was a tear, a fucking, goddamn TEAR! 

"How the hell that get there," | whispered through a choked voice. 

Oh fucking brilliant, MORE OF THEM! 


They were all running down my face, and as | collapsed to the ground, | started to laugh hysterically. It was 
okay to cry when you were laughing, right? Nikki's made me cry laughing plenty of times. 


Vince, fuck get a grip of yourself! | whispered to myself, wiping furiously at the tears. 
| walked into the bathroom and looked at the running mascara. 
It made me look like a drag queen with a bad hangover. 


| put the cigar into my mouth. 


Now | looked like a transvestite with a bad hangover. 

| put the cigar in and out of my mouth, only slightly amused at the change, saying inwardly to myself, 
Transvestite. 

Drag queen 

Transvestite... 


Yes, you may say, Vince Neil you pathetic fuck! Cause | know that's what I'm thinking. But FUCK if you think | 


carel 


| walked out of the bathroom, taking off my pink bandana and throwing it on the bed, my languid body closely 
following it: 


| closed my eyes, and prayed to god that they wouldn't open again 
Living a life in love with Nikki Sixx was a life I'd rather not have. 


Living a life in love with Nikki Sixx and Nikki Sixx knowing — about it is a life that nobody should have to deal 


with. It was like an invitation for suicide. At least, to me it was. 


| flopped my head on the pillow, and cradled my chest in my arms. My lip quivering and my body shaking. And 
slowly but surely, | fell asleep. 


Disclaimer: None of this is reall No money's being made so please god, don't sue me. No impeachment meant or 


anything. 


Nikki's POV 


"One...two..three..four...” 
Count to fucking ten, thats what my psychiatrist says. What the fuck does -she — know? She say's | have 
anger issues, yeah fucking right! | am as mellow as a hippy; she'd know-- if she just took the time to get to 


know me-- that | am_ the— mellowest.. 


"TOMMY TURN THAT FUCKIN: MUSIC OFF, M TRYING TO BE FUCKING CALM!" | shouted, knocking the wall with 


my fist since Tommy's room was right next to mine. 
Five seconds later came Tommy's well thought of response, 
"Fuck youl" Two simple words, muffled by the plaster cast walls. 


If | was looking in the mirror, | might have actually seen the irises in my eyes turn blood red with anger. 


Nobody tell's Nikki fucking Sixx to ‘fuck off! 
| clenched my eyes shut and started counting, 


"One..two.." the music started to pound again and my hands shot up to my ears, "Three, four, fuckin five, six, 


seven, eight, nine... 
And the music stopped. 
| opened one eye, cautiously taking my hands from my sensitive ears. 


Looks like | am not going to kill Tommy after all..well, not today anyway. One cannot make promises for 


tomorrow, take it a day at a time. 


"Yeah, you -better — turn the music off," | muttered to myself, walking over and grabbing a bottle of Jack 
from the desk. 


The bottle lifted to reveal a picture of Vince that had been terribly ripped and punctured. 


How fucking dare — he not do as | say! | told him to get rid of the blonde and he didn't, he threw an ashtray 
at the wall 


| might've hit him in the face if | hadn't been incredibly turned on by his gain of spine. 


What the FUCK! Did | just think about being turned on by Vince? 


"Fuck no! No | didn't!" 

| nodded, agreeing with the answer that | provided for myself. 

Vince doesn't turn me on. If anything he makes me want to kill him! Makes me want to kill him with one of his 
own spike heel shoes! 

| laughed at the image and started to say how the conversation might go like. 

"Vince, I'm fucking going to kill you!" yeah, that's what I'd say! 

"Oh no Nikki, please don't," a high-pitched girls voice for Vince of course. | wouldn't have it any other way. 
"Tough luck Vince!" 


Grab a spike heel shoe and.. 


"Oh yeah!" | laughed, pinning the picture of Vince to the wall and giving it a small, poison kiss before stepping 
back and grabbing a dart. 


| threw it at the picture. It hit Vince's arm; his tanned, muscular arm. 
| shook my head, 


Nikki, stop putting detail into Vince's arm and throw the darts. You're mad at him remember? He didn't do as 
you said. 


| gritted my teeth, putting on a totally fake and ferocious look 
| was about to throw another dart, but | couldn't 

Look at Vince's smile! It's totally killer! 

| can hardly throw a dart at a this — picture. His smile was too nice. 

| took the dart off the picture and pulled it from the wall, throwing it on my bed. 

| searched in the cupboard for another picture, taking out a handful of us on tour and filing through them 
Not that one.. 

Nope.. 


No way! 


Until | got to the first one again. 


In a pure fit of rage | threw the pictures all over the room and grabbed a cigarette, puffing on it quickly. 
Taking it in and out of my mouth in swift motions. 


| couldn't throw darts at pictures of him. It always helped my rage with him before, why did it not this time? 
This was the only time | hadn't beaten him to the floor for doing something that made me angry. | guess | 
never expected him to ever defy me, | thought he knew better. 

And the time when he decides to grow some guts and actually stand up to me, | decide | don't want to pound 
him. 

Talk about bad timing. F | -had -wanted to hit him | might've killed him, he knew | could. — l knew | could, and 
sometimes it scares me. All the rage | have, | feel like I'm not in control. Sometimes | hit him and | don't 
remember hitting him when | wake up the next day, and walk around the room asking Tommy or someone why 
Vince has a black eye. 

Whenever we were on tour with Guns n' Roses, Axl had rage issues too. 

Axl, now there's a guy | can relate to. Anger rising, | swear he's like a fucking kettle. | remember once 
whenever he passed Slash in the hallway, those looks they gave each other. You could tell they had been 
fighting just by Axl's dagger stares at him. 

| guess Slash and Axl are like Vince and me. Except l'm pretty sure Slash doesn't have a crush on Axl. 


| laughed, flicking the ash off the top of my cigarette, 


"Oh Vinny, you naive little bastard!" | sighed, aiming to flick more ash off the cigarette but missing and making 
the little white nico-stick shoot on to the floor. 


| left it there to simmer itself out: 

"Nikki!" 

Oh fucking brilliant, the girl that can't take a hint is here. | swear, its not as if | haven't made it perfectly 
clear that she was only supposed to be a one-night gal to me! She just CANNOT take a hint! Vince always got 


rid of the bitches for me. | wish he'd do it with this one, she's very persistent. 


"What do ya want?" | shouted back to her, standing up and walking into the bathroom where her voice was 


coming from. 


She was leaning on the sink, half naked and ready for me. 


| rolled my eyes at her half attempt of a seducing look. 
Well, it's not like | have anything better to do. 
| walked in and slammed the door behind me. 


Fuck, everyone wants a piece of me. 


Disclaimer: Not mine. 


This is dedicated to Metalrocks because she asked me to hurry and i said i'd do it for her, so there you go. 
*Sara you better bloody review lol* 


Forget it. 


There is a pillow on my face... 

Do you know -why — there's a pillow on my face? 
Ill tell you why.. 

Bang! Bang! Mother fucking BANG! 


Nikki has obviously -not — gotten rid of that blonde yet. He's useless, totally USELESS! He needs me to do 


everything for him or else it won't be done. 


| don't know where the fuck he'd be right now if | hadn't spent all those nights searching for him and bringing 
him home in a drunken stupor. And in the process of dragging him into his room over my shoulder | usually 


get a hit up the face. 


| see no reason why | should continue looking out for him. | feel more like his mother than someone who's in 
love with him! | don't think any of the chicks he's brought home have had to lift him over their shoulders and 
put him to bed, while he punches them on the face and spits curses at them. I've gone through hell for him, 
and still he treats me like something he dug up from the ground. 


Bang, bang, bang! It's driving me crazy, all these BANGS! 


Nikki why the fuck! Why do you fuck your girls so loud? Our rooms are right beside each other and | can tell 


he has her up against the wall on purpose. 


He's teasing me. He's telling me that | don't stand a chance, and | can tell that for myself thank you very 


much! 


| dragged the pillow off my face and lifted the cigar that | had carefully placed on the cabinet beside me, into 


my mouth. 


'Lighter..need lighter," | mumbled, reaching out with the hope that a lighter would fly into my outstretched 


palm. 


When | realised that no super-lighter was going to fly into my hand | sat up on the bed to get a better look of 


the trashed room. 


"There has to be a lighter around here somewhere," | crawled onto the floor on all fours and searched 
frantically. Throwing worthless porn magazines out of my way and making sure to avoid the shards of 
discarded glass that scattered the room. 


Eventually | found a lighter, lying on the table beside the phore. 

"Yes!" | pounced forward, landing on it and quickly grabbing it in my hand. 

The smoke erupted from the wrapped up tobacco and swirled around the room. 

| leant my back against the wall and rubbed my eyes with a tired hand, letting the cigar hang from the side of 
my mouth. 

All | can hear left, right and centre is the non-stop bangs and groans coming from Nikki's room. 

| clenched my teeth and gritted them angrily together. 

"You think you can get to me Nikki? Fuck you! You can go fuck your bitch, but don't do it to get to me cause 
it won't WORK!" | muttered to myself, pulling my legs up to my chest and taking the cigar out of my mouth, 
blowing more smoke into the atmosphere of the room. 

My head lolled from side to side for a minute before | put my hands to my temples and stood up. 

| found myself staring at a picture of Nikki that was lying on my desk. 

It was an old photo and quite a tattered one too. 


| picked it up and looked at it with shining eyes. He looked incredibly good in it. 


His dark eyes were glittering in the light, a seductive pout on, no doubt a mocking pout when the cameraman 


asked him to look sexy. 

Nikki is a vain motherfucker! 

My eyes screwed shut as more bangs ensued from the room beside. 

That's fucking it! I've had enough! 

| angrily pinned the picture to the wall and put the lighted end of my cigar into Nikki's pretty face. 


"Your pretty face is going straight to hell Nikki," | smiled, kissing the ash off the picture to reveal a burnt hole 
in the middle of the once in tact photo. 


Suddenly the banging ceased. 


| exhaled, hoping to god that they had finally stopped. 


After five minutes of complete silence | laughed slowly, walking over to my bed and lying on it. Maybe now I'd 


get some sleep. 
As soon as my body hit the bed sheets the phone rang 

| shoved a pillow into my face and screamed as loud as | could until my throat started to hurt 
| got up in a fury, blonde hair flying over my face. 

| slammed my hand down on the phone and lifted it up to my ear, 


"Who the fuckl?" | said desperately, sweeping the hair back from my face and walking over to the bed again 


Any excuse to lie downl 
"Hello Vinny," an eerily happy Nikki chirped at the other side of the phone. 
| shot up, anger in my eyes. 


"What the fuck do you want? You noisy bastard! | don't think you realise that people like to sleep at night. 


Namely -me _!"| hissed to him. 


Silence. Hopefully | put him in his place, | could practically hear the cogs clicking in his head to think of a 


comeback. 


"Well, well, well-look who's decided to grow a pair of balls? Guess what I've been doing?" | could hear the smile 


in Nikki's devilishly nasty voice. 
| rolled my eyes at the idiotic question, 


"What Nikki? | HONESTLY don't have a —clue — what you've been doing!" | mocked him, looking at the dirt under 


my fingernails. 

Note to self, get better manicurist: 

"Don't play dumb Vince, if you know what's good for you," Nikki warned. 
"You've been fucking that blonde that you can't get rid of," | said simply. 


"That's correct," Nikki laughed into the phore, "She's still in the bedroom waiting for me. But | ain't going to 


give her anymore." 


| hated him! 


| dug my nails into the sheets of my bed, ripping the fabric. 


"So what Nikki? You fucked her and then called me? Are you out of your mind? Do you really like me that 


much?" | said sarcastically, walking into the bathroom and brushing my hair. 
Nikki started babbling away at me. 
| looked in the mirror, moving my mouth and putting exaggeration into Nikki's angry words to silently mock him. 


"Vince, STOP FUCKING MOCKING ME!" Nikki's yelling brought me back to reality. 


"What the fuck? How'd you know | was mocking you?" | looked into the room, making sure he wasn't lurking 


behind the bed or anything. 

"Vince, | know you! That's something stupid that you would do," Nikki sneered. 

"Nikki. just tell me why the fuck you called me?" | said bluntly, cutting to the bare-bone of the situation. | knew 
he didn't just call me to flaunt his sex in my face. He wanted something, he always did. 

There was more silence as | heard Nikki getting the blonde out of the room. 


"Vince?" 


| heard a hint of desperation in Nikki's voice that I'd never heard in my life before. In those few seconds | 
heard pure need. He _needed _ me. 


"What?" | muttered, swallowing hard 

"Can. LISTEN, DO AS | FUCKING SAY AND GET RID OF THAT BLONDE!" 

Nikki shouted down the phone, obviously trying to cover up the previous weaker tone. 

My forehead tightened and | pressed the mouthpiece closer to my mouth, making sure he heard me clearly, 
"Nikki, go to Hell!” 

| slammed the phone down on him and threw it across the room angrily. Burying my head in the pillow. 


He could — go to hell for all | cared. He could fucking get rid of what's-her-face by himself. Fuck, I'm sure he 
didn't even know her name. Either that or he's forgotten 


But | knew this wasn't just about the blonde. 


It was the fact that since | wasn't being his mother for him, Nikki had no reassurance. 


He couldn't go out and get plastered when he knew | wouldn't come and get him at the end of the night: 
| was his backup guy, and he thought that since | fancied him, | would always be his backup. 

But that's fucking changed 

If he wants me back, he'll have to get down on his knees and beg me to come back! 

| want to see him beg. | want him to look at me with those stone-cold eyes and say, 

‘Vince Neil, son of the God's, | want you to help me!" 

Oh that would be sweet. Sweeter than candy. 


I'll give him reassurance..but I'll have a bit of fun with him first. 


Disclaimer: | don't own any of these characters at alll Please don't sue. 


Nikki's POV 2 


l'm at his door, knocking like a crazed lunatic and shouting his name. A bit ironic, if someone said | was going to 


be shouting Vince's name this wouldn't have been my first idea 
"VINCE!" | yelled, fist pounding frantically on the wood. 


Suddenly the door creaked open, to reveal a tired and very irritated looking Vince Neil. Black eyeliner carved 


deeply under his eyes and mascara running down his cheeks. 

"What the fuck?" Vince grabbed my arm and tugged me into his room, angrily pushing me into a chair. 

| was caught a bit off guard. Vince had never handled me so roughly before. Though | sort of enjoyed it. 
In fact, | enjoyed it so much | had to stop myself from breaking into a childish grin. 

He was running his fingers through his hair, babbling on about how he was like my mother and that | was just 
using him, same old story. | swear to God, he tells me the same old speech over and over again, it gets so 
tiresome after a while. 

| needed to occupy my mind from his shrieks. 

Vince took a short break to stuff a cigar into his mouth before continuing to lecture me. 

"Hey Vince?" | broke him off. 

His eyes widened, his face turning red with anger at my interruption 


"What?!" He sighed, shaking his head in a ‘You'll never learn’ way. 


| cringed. I've had that headshake before, and it annoyed the life out of me. But | wouldn't let it get in the way 
of my fun. 


"Did you realise you look just a tad like a transvestite," | smirked, standing up from the chair I'd been forced 
into and pushing my face into his. Getting a closer look at him. 


He slapped me as | approached. 
"Ouch!" | stepped back, smirk dropping off me and turning into a scorned stare, "You little peroxide fucker!" 


"Male WHORE!" 


flattery will get you nowhere,” | smiled charmingly, putting my hand on his arm. 
He shrugged it off, "Don't touch me Nikki.” 

"ll touch you if | want!" 

"Ha, is that a promise?" 

| snarled at the blonde's snide remark as he wiped his mouth. 

"Don't love yourself," | muttered, sitting back down in the chair. 


"That's funny coming from you. You know, I'm running out of hair spray Nikki," Vince sat down opposite me on 


the sofa 


"| don't use whole cans of hair spray you bleach blonde bastard," | grabbed out for the half empty bottle of 
Jack that was set on the stained coffee table. 


"Just drop it Nikki," Vince sneered, pulling out a mini mirror and a tissue, wiping off the running mascara. 
| looked up in confusion, "Drop what? My bottle?" | laughed. 


"No you stupid fuck. Drop the attitude! We're in the same band and let's just face it, you think you're better 


than me." 
| felt a little knot in my stomach at what the blonde singer was suggesting. 


| didn't feel angry | felt..guilty. And when people make me feel guilty | don't know how to react. And that's how | 


feel right now..motionless. 


‘Its true isn’t it?" Vince lay back on the sofa, putting his boots up on the coffee table and making himself 


comfortable. 


| wanted to say ‘No, you can go fuck yourself!" But | couldn't. | just sat, gulping down the Jack and letting my 
eyes drift numbly around the filthy room. 


Vince looked up at me, impatience written on his face as he waited for an answer that | couldn't give. 


"You're not all mighty Nikki. And you won't control me anymore," Vince sighed and pulled out a cigarette, 
lighting it up with -my — lighter. 


| watched as the little white stick lifted to and from Vince's mouth in slow, wistful motions. 


It had never occurred to me that | wasn't invincible. To me | was always ‘Nikki, the unbeatable, the insuperable 
stud muffin of all girls (and boys) dreams’. | would often find myself thinking, as | puffed on a smoke and 
supped on a Jack, "Nikki, no one can deny you," and look here, | have been (for the first time in my famous 
life) denied, by the guy that fancies me more than anyone. 

This was unthinkable, plainly unthinkable. The impossible has just been done. 


| looked up, for once in my life not trying to hide my disbelief and confusion. Why, all of a sudden, was Vince 
being so..BLAH! 


"Vince, w-why are you being so..so..0 goddamn difficult!" | shouted, lightly pounding my fist on the table in 
frustration 


"Because I'm not your maid. And | won't clean up your little messes," Vince made a faint gesture with his hand 


as he said ‘messes’ and put on a slightly disgusted face. 


My throat was caught in my own shock, and | looked at the blonde with slightly pleading eyes. Swallowing my 


pride for a brief minute just to try to seduce him or guilt him back into being my cleaner up. 


| mean someone has to pick me up after a drunken night out. And Tommy is usually just as bad as me when 


we go out, but he has Mick to tend to him. 


| needed Vince, as much as it sickened me to say so. But I'd rather kill myself than tell him that. He'd think he 
could do anything and that's not the way | roll. 


"Fine, FINE! Fuck you, l'm going out!" | said, getting tired of making sad, pouty faces at him. If he didn't want to 
pick me up, if he thought he wasn't being treated fairly then | don't need him. 


He nagged all the time anyway. He was always complaining, always tugging at my clothes. And one time | think 
he smelled my hair when he was carrying me over his shoulder. 


| walked over to the door about to walk out when | heard him stand up and say, 

"Okay Nikki, do what you want. But you can go suck yourself if you think lim coming to get you when you're 
lying in your usual ditch, throwing your guts up and begging me to come to you, cause | won't. I'm not your 
bitch Nikki, don't try to make me into one!" 

| clenched my fists before walking out of the door, slamming it behind me and strutting down the corridor. 


‘| can -suck — myself! Why would | suck myself when I've got tons of girls just begging to do it for me? 


‘Begging him to come to me! yeah Suuuurrrrrreeee, | know Vince. He'll feel guilty at letting me rot in my on 
vomit. He'll come and get me, | know it. 


| wish he wouldn't make such a scene when in the end he'd buckle and come running. It makes me laugh when | 


think about it. 


He's fun to watch squirm. He really has it bad for me..and l'm fine with that. 


Disclaimer: Not mine! Though | wish they were, I'm sure everyone does. I'm not trying to imply any of these 


events happened, and | am making no money at all. 


Vince POV 


Nikki sure has been gone for a while. I'm getting a bit nervous; he's been gone for six hours. 

| looked at my nails and cringed. They'd been bitten to the skin and | was already bleeding. This is ridiculous; | 
shouldn't be acting like this! | was the one that was drawing the line, and -now — all my body muscles are 
telling me to go fetch the drunkard that was probably lying in a ditch somewhere in the middle of..um, 
nowhere. 

| looked at the clock that was nicely placed on the hardwood table, just taunting me. 

My eye twitched as | looked at the hour hand. 

Three am. 

Nikki left at nine pm. and he isn't back, HE ISN'T BACK! 

"Vince, step out of it you bastard!" | slapped my face to bring me out of worry. 

Great, now I'm hurt and worried. 

"Vince, you seriously worry me." 


| looked up. Tommy. 


"Tommy, what the helll Are you trying to give me a heart attack?" | sighed, stepping up from the white couch 


and walking towards the drummer. 


"No, | just wanted to know where Mick is," Tommy asked innocently, tapping the two drumsticks together in his 
hands. 


"He's..." my eyes narrowed. Where the fuck is he? "He's, uh..Jesus Christ!" | hissed, shoving past the drummer 
and making my way down to Nikki's room. Maybe he came in and | didn't notice. Maybe him and Nikki went out 
together. 

| knocked on Nikki's door, 

"Nikki, you fuck! Answer if you're in!" | waited, hand on hip. 


Tommy appeared beside me, watching my hand as it hammered on the pale brown door. 


"Hey Vinny, they ain't here. | haven't seen Nikki since this evening," Tommy shuffled on the spot. 


"Damn fucker! I'll have to go get him!" | said, grabbing the keys to my car and about to walk down the hall 
| felt something grab my shoulder and swing me around. 

Suddenly | was facing Tommy's probing eyes, 

"Don't," Tommy shook his head at me. 

"Huh?" 

"Don't collect him Vince," he repeated. 

Total confusion misted my brain, 

"But..| have to, he depends on me," | said, almost choking on my own disgust for my words. 


"Exactly..don't collect him," Tommy's eyes glinted in the light before he took off down the corridor in the 


direction of his own room. 


Words that made sense to me, he was right. Nikki could rot in hell; | shouldn't have to collect him. | shouldn't 


feel bad, that's just years of complete servitude lying on my shoulders. I'm immune to him ordering me about. 
| put my keys back into my pocket and walked with head hung, back to my room. 


| trudged into the cheap apartment, aroma of smoke wafting into my face as | entered. | choked on the stale 
air and flopped down on to the bed. 


The phone rang. Fuuuuucccckkkk 
| lifted my head back up and picked up the phone, which | had to replace since | broke the other one. 
"What the fuck?" | said into the mouthpiece. 


‘What the fuck? Thats my new greeting to everyone. | like it because it say's to the caller, ‘| don't like the 


fact that you're calling, but I'm decent enough to answer: 
My heart stopped at the voice on the other end of the phone. 
"Nikki?" | whispered. 


"Vince, please come and get me dude. You're right man, | fucking need youl" Nikki's voice was straggled. It 


sounded like he was about to vomit at any second, 


| propped myself up further, grabbing my coat and searching my pocket for my keys again 


"Nikki, tell me where you are? What's the matter with you?" | asked, whilst closing the door to my room and 
strutting quickly down the hallway and out the exit. Portable phone still held up to my ear. 


"I'm..somewhere," Nikki muttered, | could tell he was in pain. 


"Nikki, just tell me where the fuck you are?" | was getting sickeningly worried and impatient. 

"| DON'T KNOW!" 

"Uck, well..are you near anywhere?" | asked, putting my seatbelt on and shoving the key in the ignition. 
There was a minute of silence as the bassist looked around, 

"A tree." 

"Nikki! Are you near a bar or something?" 

More silence and more thought. 

"Yes," a low voice, drenched in alcohol. 


"Good! What's it called?" | reversed out of the hotel car park, making my way down the street, beeping at the 
stupid old people that couldn't see any further than their nose. 


"lts called.fuck Vince just come and get me," | could hear the tears in his voice. 
Oh fuck Nikki, what did you take? 


"Yes Nikki, | will. But tell me what that bar's called," | said calmly. Trying to make gentleness in my voice as an 
equivalent to being with the bassist, holding his hand and stroking his hair. 


"Its called, ‘Demo's. 

At that moment, the signal in the phone went out. 

"Fuck!" 

| rolled down the window and threw the phone onto the sidewalk. 


"No good machinery," | screamed out after it. 


Now, where the fuck is Demo's? 

A lump was in my throat as | drove down the unfamiliar roads. 

What the fuck is wrong with Nikki? | don't think I've ever heard him that scared. 

After half an hour of driving, | had no other choice but to do the devious. Do the one thing that degrades all 


men. 


| had to ask for directions. 
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"VINCE! | call out to him; | know he's not here though, or in fact anywhere within hearing distance. 

I've been calling out for about fifteen minutes in complete childish hope. | hate myself, I'm such a cocky 
bastard! So fucking arrogant that | didn't know a good thing when it collected me every single night when | was 
drunk. 


| look around, eyes hurt, head hurts; hands are shaking and drool running down the side of my mouth. I've 
really pushed it this time, too many drugs; too much drink and now | think my heart is about to explode. 


And just when | thought things couldn't get any worse..it did. 


For the first time in my life since | was ten.| cried. | cried into my arm, trying to wipe the tears away but 


the little fucks are so persistent! 

It hurts when | cry. My chest is constricted, as if someone's just kicked it very harshly. | wanted to be- 
believe it or not-held. | wanted someone to hold me because | was scared, and tired and drunk. | wanted 
someone to come..no, not someone..Vince. 
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"NIKKI!" 


I'm calling out to him. | don't even know where the guy is, let alone if he's anywhere near me to hear! 


My legs are trailing through the grass as | walk along the ground, trying to keep my feet from sinking too far 
into the sticky mud. 


"Fuck, these trousers are new tool" | squeal as | finally get off the sticky dirt and look at the damage caused. 
Total WRECKAGE! 
"What a waste of money," | sigh, walking boldly on into the bright lights of the city. 


Now, you might ask why l'm walking. Or you might not, but the point is you're going to listen to me whether 
you fucking like it or not! 


The reason I'm walking is because the little bitch that | asked directions from stole my wallet and made a 
getaway in my own car! MY OWN CAR! Please don't ask me how she got my wallet off me, it really bruises 
my ego just thinking about it. 


| cringed at the thought of the little spiteful, old woman that stole my car. 
"Withered old prune, stealing my car!" 


| looked up at all the luminous lights of numerous bars. 


None of them were called ‘Demo's: 
Sighing, | made my way into the streets, stopping each passer-by and asking, 


"Do you know where Demo's is?" and taking the liberty to add in, "You didn't happen to see an old woman 


driving a convertible?" 

Might as well kill two birds with one stone. 

But it was a no answer to both. They thought | was crazy! 

"Yeah, thanks for nothing!" 

| pulled my coat around me and kept walking, head looking up at the flickering signs as | walked faster. 
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"In a ditch drunk, 

l'm in a fucking ditch! 

Where's my guardian, 


Has he got abducted..by a witch?" 


How do you like my new lyrics? | thought they weren't that bad considering the fact l'm very drunk. Maybe I'l 


ask Vince to put them in the new album when he comes. 

I'm way beyond caring about pride. | need him, | wish he'd get here; | really need to touch him. 

Jeez, | never thought I'd say that. 

But now that | think about it, the only place | want to be right now is with him. He's slithered his way into my 
heart somehow? He's climbed in through a backdoor, which | thought I'd locked off to everyone. But there he 
is, especially there all by himself. 


My hair is flat, stuck over my face as the rain poured down, making my white shirt go see through. 


My head flopped back against the hard brick wall.. 


“This is it.l'm going to die here." 
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"Are you sure you don't know where Demo's is? l'm looking for a friend of mine," | look into the man's eyes, 
trying to force the truth out of him. | know he's lying, | can see it. | also happen to know he's lying about not 
seeing that old woman with my car. 

"It depends," the muscle guy folded his arms menacingly, "Who's asking?" He raised an eyebrow. 

"| am!" 

God, is this guy stupid? 


"What's your name, smartass?" The guy unhooked the entrance to the nightclub for two giggling blonde girls, 
before hooking it back up again and glaring at me. 


"IFs Vince Neil, and I'm looking for Nikki Sixx. He's in trouble and if you don't give me a fucking address to this 


‘Demo's’ place then I'll have to take severe action!" | waved my finger in his taught face. 
The man put on a big grin and said, "YOU'RE LOOKING FOR NIKKI? Why didn't you say so?" 
| shrugged, relieved at the angry mans change of attitude. 

"Ill tell you where Demo's is," he smiled, and pointed up. 

| looked in the direction he was pointing and stomped my foot. 

In six-foot high italic lettering, highlighted by luminous green lights was the word ‘Demo's: 
"Fuck me, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck mel" | cursed myself. 

The big guy smiled, “That an invitation?" 

My eyes widened and | laughed nervously, side stepping away from him and running around the corner. 
| sighed with relief. 

Suddenly | heard a low moaning coming from behind me. 


| turned, and looked on front of me. 


Soaked to the skin, hair dripping over his face was an unconscious Nikki. 
Before it could sink in | had ran over to him and was already pulling him up to my chest. 


| couldn't lift him..l was too weak, had walked too far in the cold. 


His body lay limp in my arms, and finally | just let him fall to the ground again, sitting down beside him and 
holding him to my chest, burying my face in his cold, wet hair. 


"Nikki," | whispered into his ear. 
He didn't move. | shook him, again no movement. He was out cold. 


| hugged him tighter, his coldness worrying me slightly as | rubbed my hands up and down his arms quickly. 
Hoping the friction would heat him up a bit. 


He still felt like ice. 

Eventually | just let him lie still in my arms in his unconscious sleep. 

And soon enough, | fell asleep too. 
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It was like magic when | woke up. 

| was lying there, in his arms and he looked dead. Just icy dead, he looked so cold. 
It was morning, and the sun was shining brightly down on my face. 


My hair was wet and my face felt tight. | could hardly move it, it was so tight. Like | had just had botox or 


something. 


Bitches that get botox! | mean, the people that sell that shit should be attacked with their own needles. It's like, 


‘don't move your face, the botox will make you look younger: Age is a lovely thing, growing old. 


Vince had the perfect face. Nothing wrong with it at alll If Vince wanted to get botox, I'd slap him and then kiss 


him, and then slap him again. It would be never-ending. 
Slap. 


Kiss. 


Slap. 

Oh, he's waking up. 

He's looking at me. 

He's smiling. 

| have no movement in my face, so | can't smile back. So | lean forward and kiss him on the lips. 
He looks caught off guard. 

Oh, now he's touching his lips, | think he liked it. 

He should! That's some of my best lip action, and I've only used it on him. 


He leaned over and touched my face, smiling slightly. His blonde hair looked really big. Like it had been 
backcombed. Kind of like the way Axl's was in the Welcome to the Jungle Video. 


It suits him surprisingly. 

"Hi," Vince smiles, looking at me with shining eyes. 

No one had ever looked at me like that before. 

"H-hi," | wave at him slightly. 

He laughs. Hopefully he doesn't think l'm a big joke. That'd kill me! 


"| was really worried about you," Vince said, blushing slightly, but then puting on a totally fake tough face and 
said, "Uh..you big bastard!" 


| nod. 


"Well..!, uh..you know..that thing when people are..ya know..sorry," | mutter, smiling at him and putting my hand 
on his head. 


He grimaced slightly and pulled my hand away, 
"Nikki..don't mess with the ‘do.’ 


"There's not much more to mess, Vinny." 


| laughed at the big puff on Vince's head. 
He looked slightly worried, 


"NIKKI, YOU BIG FUCK! You're making me self conscious!" The blonde screamed, standing up and looking at his 


reflection in a shop window. 

He shrieked at the sight of a blonde powder puff on his head. 

‘Its the moist atmosphere," | leant against the wall sluggishly. 

He turned violently and pushed me against the wall, teeth bared ferociously and playful grin on his face. 
"You watch your mouth or | won't come get you next time." 

| pouted and leant forward to kiss him. He bent backwards, avoiding my lips and stepping back, 


"Fuck off," he laughed. 


"You're nasty," | smiled, pulling him by the waist closer to me, kissing his neck 


After about five minutes a loud squeal came from Vince. | looked up and before | knew it, Vince was running 


halfway down the road after a convertible. 
"VINCE! WHAT ARE YOU DOING!?" | shouted after him. 


But he kept running, until finally the woman in the car stopped and he ran straight into the rear end of the 


car. 


"Ouch!" | hissed, looking in pain as Vince stumbled over to the front of the car, opening the door and pulling an 


old lady out of the drivers seat. 
| ran down the road after him. 


"Vince, you can't steal an innocent old woman's carl" | said, trying to fight him off as he shoved me into the 


passenger's side, seat belting me in. 
He walked around and slammed the door to his side, starting the ignition and taking off down the road. 
"Innocent my ass!" He spat, driving airily down the freeway, "lim the victim here Nikki, this is MY car!" 


| looked around the familiar seats and at the ‘Ask for Vince key ring attached to the bonnet with super glue, 
from the time when Tommy thought it would be funny to see how long Vince would try to get it off. 


"So it is," | smiled. 
"Yeah." 


| looked around at the open landscape. We had drove out of town now and were riding along quite an empty 


open road back to the hotel. 

"Hey Vince," | put my hand on his, squeezing it lightly. 

He looked at my hand and smirked, "Yeah Nikki?" His eyes glittered 

| laughed, 

"How did an old woman steal your car?" 

Vince sneered and yanked his hand from under mine, placing it huffily on the wheel. 
"Well, I'm curious," | sneaked him a sly grin 

He sighed, 


"Ya know Nick. Some questions are better left unsaid" 


THE END! 


